
POETRY.

A SUMMER SONG.

I wiwrflaMnr, and aodld yon,
Flr yonns Rats, with yonr eyes 0( bln
l.eaily trolling, tsornlnir end noon,
lffiamlly etroilln; tinclor the mo n ;
On the vurandah, bn-at- the vlme,
Langhingly throwing poetical llncat
Thrumming cn llghtuat gnltar tnna, '
Hamming of dltaiKaaa nod lagans,
Of love imwhUpered and deep despair .
Waa ever Dablrg to iwttt, rare?

Ton went fishlnff, and ao did I, ,
(Our angela aorely .floated bj),
tip from I ha town, to the bl u hill,
Prom heat and dnat to '.hs eool. pnra rills,
But no fuh came all tba enmmcr'e dy,
To draw my eyeefrmu yonr lacs away (

And no wlah cama (or a fortnne quant.
To lrtw yonr heart from ta new found reat.
1 yearnod and waihed. till. In glad eurprlee,
A vision of love flashed lu your eyee.

Oh I wa went fishing:, yon and I,
In thoee long golden laya gnno by;
We wentfor a enmmer'tfrttw or rail,
And trehHiigly found the "Holy Orail." t

Te tap rooi rp)nalor still Is new.
The tltloti In yet In youf eye of b:ae.
Come nn, come rnlu, It la all tioi'e part;
We only need hold a heart lor rt;

Tnronnh lifo'e hli;h noon and the dim icc.lne,
Hwett wlfo, for aver and eor mine.

MISCELLANEOUS.

HEBRON.

SOLITARY HORSEMAN.

It was about five o'clock of a fine after-
noon in June, when a single traveler,
mounted upon a very t dejected-lookin-

steed, might hare been een riding slowly
along the smooth highway that leads to
the little village of Benton, a quiet (arming
town, in the northern part of Vermont
Al have no desire to make a Jamesian
mystery of my hero, I will at once state
that hid. name was Laurence Hardy; that
lie was a young geiilliuaan of excellent
family, fortune, and character, livi..g in
the city of the Knickerbockers ; and that
he was traveling with no special object
except to enjoy the pleasant country and
the glorious weather.

He was riding slowly on, between the
hay-field- s, sweet with clover, when ho was
roused from a ratter sentimental reverie
by a great rumbling and clatteriug behind
him ; and, looking back, saw a great, lum-
bering stage coach, drawn by four lean
horses, that looked as jf they were try-
ing to run away from their harness. Hardy
drew his own beast to tne side of the road
to avoid the dust ; and as the huge thing
creakedjand rocked and rattled by him, his
eye ran carelessly over the occupants of
the Vehicle, There were two or three common-

-looking faces, which turned toward
him with a glance of curiosity, and on the
middle seat, a stout, gray bearded gentle
man, in a wide straw hat. The figure be-
yond him was hidden by his ample per-
son ; but the horseman caught the flutter
of a grepn gauze veil, and saw a small
gloved hand clasping the side-stra- p oi tie
reeling coach.

The village lay just over the brow of the
hill before him; and, quickening his pace,
Hardy reached the door ot its one tavern
just as the coach was driven away. It was
a dclipht.ul looking place, its whole aspect
promising " entertainment for man and
beast." The low Billed
house seemed to stand light down in the
crass that almost overran the door-ston-

Smooth fields lay all around for it was a
farm-hous- e as well bb a tavern and a
number of comfortable looking barns
were grouped in the rear. A great elm-tre- e

Btood on one side of the green in
front ; and from one of its
branches swung a square sign-boar- which
bore, in laded yellow letters, the inscrip-
tion " Bunce's Tavern."

Hardy was conducted to a largo, airy
chamber, where every thing was cool and
fre&h, and sweet as hands could make it.
Lighting a cigar, he sat down to enjoy the
stillness and beauty of the evening. "In
the spring a young man's fancies lightly
turn to tiiout'hta of love ;" and Hardy's
susceptible imagination was busy with
dreams of a certain graceful, dark-eye- d

enchantress with whom he had dancsd,
and sung duets, and taken romantic walks
through all the last moon. Presently his
attention was attracted by the scund of a
pleasant Jaugh coming throrgh the open
window of the next room, and then ho
heard a musical voice say :

" Isn't this charm ing, papa ? Such a
supper in such a place 1 Wny, it is the
identical repast which, in
novels, is always set out by the virtuous
poor' a pat of butter, milk fresh from
the cow, honry and bread, spread upon a
snowy cloth.' "

" Very satisfactory for the Arcadian
style," a man's voice replied. "I'll trouble
you for another biscuit, my dear. Stage-
coach riding has given me an appetite.

urTL:. vtn u 2j ma 11111 cuuuuy it ix woum give any
thing an appetite. I am glad that to mor-
row is Sunday, as we shall be obliged to
stay over."

'.'.You can stay over, my dear ; but lam
iJbHgad to posh on some miles further to
a place where I have appointed to meet a
iun on business. Tie landlord will fur-
nish me with a hone and wagon, and I
shall return Tor you on Monday. You are
not afraid to be loft alone?"

"Afraid, in this house! Why, it is as
innocent as Rssselas's 'Happy Valley.'
The landlord is honesty itself, and his
wife benevolence ; while their daughter is
all the Christian . graces combined.
Even if I were a nervous yonng woman,
I rould not fail to feel Bafo here."

They said no more, andjHardy, who had
' not even the most languid interest in them
or their allaira, soon forgot them alto-
gether.

My hero's sentimental reveries were not
of a nature sufficiently interne to banish
slumber.. - He slept like a top, and was
wakened early by ihe village boys driv-
ing the cows afield. The sharp tink-
ling of the cow-bells- , the deep breathing
of the cows as they lingered to crop the
thick grass beneath his window, the
shouting of the little barefooted drovers,
'nd tho vociferous barking of a small dog
In attendance, made a chorus which would
have waked the Ssven Sleepers.

As the morning wore on, the sound of
a tlim, cracked bell, swinging high in tho
wooden tower of a queer, burn like struc-
ture at the top of a hvll not far away, an- -

iiinnnil ihn linn nf wrkraKin . nn.l in on.
swer to its summons the dwellers in the
village and outlying farms began to wend
their way, at a sober, Sunday pace, to
" meeting." " Why shouldn't I go to. . . . TV J 1 1mceiini;, too r mumm n uuy, anu lm
mediately took his bat and went down.

At tho door he found the landlord in
.his shirtsleeves, sitting with his chair
tilted back against the wall, and his spec-
tacles on his noe, reading the weekly pa-

per. He brought his chair down with a
bump, and pulling otf his glasses,

of his gu2t :

"Ooin' to meetm'?'
"I thick I shall. Do you go, Sir "

. "No, guess not, this mornln. Diuailly,
wy darter, has gone, though. You go
right into the moetin' house, and Deacon
Ouldlhwaite '11 show you my psw. He'll
know you're a stranger."
- Hardy thaffked him and walked away,
On reaching tho r.hurch-doo- r he found
that the deacon d'. 1 neem to know at once
that he was a stranger, and to be shown
to the Dunce pew ; for, after beckoning
with his hand several times, and nodding
significantly, he went tip toeing up the
broad aisle ami moiioncu mo young man
to a seat. One other person already oc-

cupied the head of the pew, and as Hardy
miirfln h mut i hv t.nn nrmr tin tnrflw &

caTclees glance in that direction,
tils Took expressed a shade of tho

4ut prise he felt, as he Mid to himself,
Tffrrtbts- - brj Ihe landlord's daughter,

'pruslllyrn
The, stranger eppcarod to ba about

. twenty, and had the unmistakable air of
a lady. Hardy's critical eye noted ap-
provingly tho pure roso-lea- ! complexion,
the small firm mouth, the low sweet
head, and the wealth of soft brown hair,
and pronounced her a beauty also. Her
ye. were turned from him, but he felt

sure they were gray. Her dress, too,
uited perfectly his fastidious tmto. It
as all of some soft gray material,

able in arrancuioiit, but studiously plain,
aud everything, down to the very shade of

. the iuulilcut gluvcs, iu perfect harmony.
Hardy sat wondering who she could be,
when he ciiaacod to notice a green gauaa
veil that lay on the seat beside her, aud
Immediately recalled the passenger In the
stage coach and his unseen fellow-lodge- r

at uelAO.

iU..i.'
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Titf service btgnivwllh?att invCtfakm
longer than the sermon should have been,
which was followed by the singing of
that sweet hymn of Montgomery's, be-
ginning:
".lime fcrowe not old with length pf yoara," etc.

tl be tinging was coagregational; J a
method very bi aulilul in theory, but usu-
ally something fearful in practice. Good
Deacon Qoluthwatto sounded the first
note ; It can hardly be said he led the
tune, for certainly no one followed him.
The tune was "Hebron," so sweetir sol
emn ; and, despite some jaxrijg dlscordnJ
there was real mutla in tne perlormance.
There were all kinds of voices the dea-
con's cracked and trembling tenor, which
played him such odd tricks at some of the
iiigh aotes; tho rough bass of some of
the young farmers ; the quavering treble
of thin faced matrons, singing with more
of pious ferver than of correctness and
the loud, Tinging tones of. the young girls,
sweet with the sweetness of youth and
health. ,

Wlen the hymn was Jiyen jut, Hardy
had turned to the page, and, as the peo-
ple rose, he moved up the pew and held
the book for the stranger, who, with a
gesture of acknowledgment, looked over
tho page with him. The first verse was
not half finished when a sweet, clear
Voice took up the strain, and seemed to
fill the whole church with melody. When
it first fell on his ear Hardy looked quick-
ly down at the singer beside him; but
her eyes were fixed on the book. At the
second verse he too joined in, with a voice
rich, strong, and as perfectly modulated
as tho lady s. It was now her turn to lift,
her eyes to see what manner of man it
was with whom sho was singing. She
saw a pair of fine dark eyes looking down
into her own with a glance ot undis-
guised, though respeclfdl admiration. She
met his gaze steadily for an instant, and
then her eyes were calmly turned to the
page again, her face still wearing its se-
renely unconscious look, as if she were
too well used to being looked at and ad-

mired to be disturbed in her quiet and
devotional frame of mind. Sweetly the
two trained voices rose and foil with the
majestic meamre ; and unconsciously the
rest were led by them, until something
more like harmony prevailed than was
olten heard in the little meeting-house- .

The "long prayer" was inueed long,
and the sermon longer ; and then, witn
one more hymn, the service closed. Hirdy
stood holding open the pew door while
the laity passed out, bestowing upon him
a grave bow as she did so. He followed
with his eyes her graceful figure as she
moved down the aisle, and had some
thought of joining her in her walk bock
to the tavern ; but when he reached the
door she had disappeared.

He spent the ret of the day lazily lying
on the grass under the apple-tree- s. At
twilight he took a long stroll, thinking
tenderly the while ot his dark-eye- d ab
sent charmer ; and, after that, sat at his
window and looked at the stars till he
crew most unromantically sleepy. As he
leaned out to draw together the shutters
he heard a low voico in the next room
singing a part of the hymn of the morn
ing:

" Bprln j Bowers renew their rich perfume,
tint ere another p pring they dy ;

Our Ihe la lunger than their bloom
Our bloom U awueier, yet we aie."

He listened intently, but there was no
more. "A marveiouaiy sweet voice, ne
eaia. " I wonuer who sue is.

The next morning he was awakened by
a great noise and confusion below, and,
looking out, saw the cUttering stage
coach once more at the door. A stout.
gray haired gentlemar. was handing into
11 a lady in a traveling dress and a green
gauze veil. The coach rumbled away ;

and an hour later Hardy himself departed,
Benton, its church, and the fair-face- d

stranger soon fading from his thoughts.

II.—MOONLIGHT, MUSIC, LOVE, AND
FLOWERS.

The time is a year later the scene the
small town of C , which lies on the
Ohio river, iu the good State of Pennsyl
vania, and which is remarkable only for
its exact resemblance to ten thousand
other small, thriving towns scattered all
over the land. . The steamboats from
Pittsburgh to Wheeling touch there, which
is the only circumstance connected with
the place necessary to mention.

In a pretty wooden villa in the quiet
outskirts ot the town uvea Mrs. Llorten
sla Barlow, a charming lady, whose two
passions were muele aud match-making- .

A very moderate amountof musical talent
was fcuftlcient to open aliko the doors of
her house and her heart to almost any
body; and sho was always finding some
new wonder. At present the object of
ner enmmuasm was mr. nuni, a irentie
man oi some thirty-fiv- years, the owner
of a handsome estate a few miles from
C , and the possessor of a glorious
bass voice, which, when exerted to its ut-
most, fairly made the ornaments on the
chimney-pi- t C9 of the Barlow cottage
tremble in their places. He was a large
cluniBv man, with a largo head which
perhaps had , not a great deal in it but
with a large, soft heart, a fuir share of
good sense, the breeding of a gentleman,
and the best temper iu tne woud.

Mrs. Barlow had a party of gay young
people staying iu her house, and among
them was the beautiful Miss Ada Morris,
the daughter of a wealthy citizsn of fhil
adtiphia. Mr. Hunt had met Miss Morris
in Washington the previous winter, and,
like a great many before him, had fallen
deeply in love with her. He had con
fided tho state of his aftec'.ions to Mrs.
Barlow, who loved nothing better than
forwarding the matrimonial schemes of
ner irlondu, ana readily promised him all
the aid in her power. Such, indeed, was
her confidence in her own abilities that
she deemed the match as good aa settled.

It might have been with some girls;
but Mitts Morris was not quite an easy
person to manage. Accustomed to be ad-

mired and wooed, the situation had no
novelty lor her. Sho could be as coolly
critical of a suitor as if the handsome
head sho carried on her shoulders had
been many years older than it was. She
had a warm heart though, and was no
doubt willing enouvh to fall lu love should
the proper object present himself; but
Mr. Hum was not that object. She lilted
the man well cuough, enjoyed his fine
singing, smiled secrotly at his awkward- -

new, and amiably helped him out of tho
aotura situations no was always tret
tiug into; but that was all Mrs. Bar.
low managed to throw the two constantly
together, and most important of all, in
her estimation contrived that they
bhouid be con&tanuy singing together,
As the good lady heard, day after day,
Mr. Hunt's magnificent bass mingling
with and tusUiniug the pure soprano of
her friend, she mentally declared that a
girl must be more or less than human to
robUt a voloe like that I ,

But Mr. Hunt wus less sanguine. The
poor man fell, through all the charming
and gtacious kindness ot Miss Morns
manner, the subtile infusion of a certain
silent but irrtstiblu prohibitory! force, the
weapon of defense which a woman of the
world knows how to use so effectively,
If he chafed against this silent barrier, or
showed any disposition to overstep it, the
Ditilessly turned him over to the tender
mercies of Miss Laura Hatheway, who was
alto one of Mrs. Barlow's guests, and who
was m ire than suM)ccleu or cherishinir
decidi&l ptnchiint for the musical Hercules.
At first he was in despair at thta treat
meat; but, alas for the Instability of hu
man emotions, uo soon uegan to Bad
kind of solace in the companionship of
the lively Laura. Miss nam way wan
pretty ; her face was animated, and she
laughed a groat aval. She chattered la

I.I ; f7T

ccspontly, and one could not rick ten
sensible words out of all she would say in
a week. Sbo was as Ignornnt of music as
I am of Chinese literature, and. much as
she admired Mr. Hunt, she could not keep
still while he sang. When he asked her
if she enjoyed one of Beethoven's sonatas,
played superbly by Mrs. Barlow, she an-

swered, " Oh I yes; I think it Is no nice.
Did you ever hear Casey's band play
'When Johnny comes marching homef
It is tpundid."

And vet she was so amiable, and she ad
mired himself so much, that Mr. Hunt
could not help being charmed. In fact,
tne poor isilow a ideas were la some con-

fusion. He knew he was in love with
somebody he knew he had lost the heart
he was in the habit of calling his own ;

but which of these two charming crea-
tures had ft in her possession he was not at
all sure. And that sly Ada laughed in her
sleeve to see her despairing twain reviv
ing from the chill of her coldness in ine
warm beams of a new sun.

Mrs. Barlow was alarmed. " Can Hunt
be such a fool," she thought, "as to fancy
ho can pique Ada in this way T Of course
he does not admire Ijaura a dear warm-
hearted little thing, to be sure ; but. then,
she hasn't a thimbleful of brains, and
can't sing a note. I dare say he thinks
to make himself more desirable Dy noia- -

ing aloof a little. Conceited, like every
other man. But he will lose Ada if he is
not careful, I most warn him."

She dirl so it the first ormortunitv. The
poor man was terribly embarrassed. "My
dear friend," he said, "I hope you do not
think me capable of- flirting with one lady
in order to make an imprest ion upon
another. My attentions to Miss Hatha-
way have been the result of accident. Cir-
cumstances have constantly arisen which
made them unavoidable." - . .

"Of course I could not suspect you of
any thing so dishonorable," replied tho
lady, fibbing without a Diusn. "liui l
feared dear Laura might mistake your
feelings toward her."

1 trust not. iiut, indeed. 1 tear jsusa
Morris will never care for me. She is
quite cold and indifferent"

That you will never know unless you
ask her. She is not the girl to let you ee
a preference for yon until you do. And
I think it right to tell you that your time
is short ; she leaves as

Mr. Hant s countenance felL The
thought of losing Ad was misery. He
rose and walked the floor. "And do you
really think J have chance T" he asked,
dolefully.- - ' - .....

"1 have always told you that X think
the chances are in your favor. Any way,
faint heart never won fair lady. If you
care to try your fate, I will see that yon
have the opportunity."

She was as good as her word. That
evening Mr. Hunt found himself, through
her adroit management, seated with Ada
in a ucep uaywiuuuw, quite apart now
the rest of the company, who were occu-
pied with a new game, and knew that it
was new or runjr.

It was a delicious cummer evening. The
moon was at the full. The faint, fra-
grant night wind breathed tenderly
through the garden trees, and fire flies
gleamed palely among the dewy shrub
bery. At the loot or the garden, and
separated from it only by a narrow lane,
flowed the river, flashing in the moon.
light ; and its pleasant ripple mingled
with the rustle of the leaves and the oc-

casional chirp of some drowsy bird in the
branches. It was the kind ot night when
people say soft things almost of necessity ;

but Ada did not choose to talk sentiment
with Mr. Hunt ; and once or twice, when
she thought he was verging on a tender
strain, she brought him back to common- -

places so skilUuTlv that he could not re
sist her lead. At length, almost in des-
pair, he begged her to sing to him once
more a song whicn ne had oiten aamirea.
She consented readily, and sent him to
bring her guitar from the table.

Meanwhile Airs, nanow was waicn
ing the pair with anxions eyes. She felt
sure, rrcm the serene expression oi me
ladv s face, and the perplexed look on
that of the gentleman, that the fateful
question had not been asked. When she
saw Mr. Hunt rise to bring the guitar.her
patience eare way. "I do believe the
man is a fool I" she exclaimed to herself.
" To go and ask her to sing, when I had
taken so much pains to secure him one
last chance of speaking to her I Mow the
others will come crowding round, and he
will not have another word with her. Ob,
Ada Morris! Yoa sing that song delight'
fully, but you do not know how yonr
destiny is banking upon it I

JHTS. rsariow was rigui. laoaemgjuat
then beginning was indeed the minister
of destiny to Ada Morris, but not in the
way her anxious hostess believed. If Mr.
Hunt had found courage to talk of love
at that moment, instead of temporizing
with music, this story would not have
been told there would have been no
story to tell.

But now. Ada. passing the black no Don
of her guitar over her neck, leaned back
in her chair in the moonlight, and, toucn
ing the strings softly for a moment, began
that oeautitul song oi aiendeissonn s, " i
hear a small bird calllnu." Every breath
was hushed, every movement stilled, as
the melting tones thrilled through the
room and floated out upon the listening
air of night. The last note died softly,
tremblingly away, and there was a mo
ment ot silence before the hum of admira
tion began to arise. In that instant's
pause there was heard, from the lano at
the foot of the garden, a man's voice a
rich, mellow tenor, singing, in a charming
manner, to a sweet though simple air.
these words oi Cheney s : . j

" Aa the moon'a aoft tplendor
U'vr iha taint cold auillfht of heaven

U tluowu.
Ho thy voice moat tender

To the etriota without eoulhaa gtvoo
lea owu.

" Tha atare will awaken.
Though the moon aleep a fall hoar lator

lo-uly- ;
No leaf will be abaken. .While tho daws oi thy malodj scattav .

" Thongfe the aonnd overpowers,
blag oa, wlththjiweei voice roveallnc

A toue
Or aome world far from oora,

W'htrro niuatc. aud moouilght, and feeling
An oiw I"

Not a tan fluttered, not a ribbon rustled
while the song contiaued. But at the
first sound or that voice. Mrs. Barlow.
who was looking at Miss Morria saw her
start slightly, and then a soft blush dawned
and deepened upon her cheek. An amused
smile flickered tor a moment about her
lips, then tided away, and a dreamy, ab
sent look came over her face. She sat
motionless, listening like one whose
tnoughta are faraway, until the singer
ceased, Then those who were near the
window saw a tall figure move lrom the
shadow w the gateway, and heard foot
Slops reuoaiwg toward the town. In
moment everybody was talking at once.

"How beautiful!" "What a splendid
voice I" " So romantio too I" " Who-ca-

hebef" " Now, Miss Morris, you must
positively leu us about him."

Ada calmly protested that she could
give them no information, being as much
in the dark as themselves.

. " Is it realty so. Ada?" Mrs. Barlow
asked. "I landed, from the way you
listened, mat you recognized the voice.

" It diil seem to me that I bad heard that
voice belore," replied Ada, "but I have
uol tUn faiutest idea as to who its owner
can bo. . ...

uiie blushed slightly : perhaps she was
conscious mat ner woia, uiougn penect
ly true in tact, contained a slight evasion
for well she remembered where and when
she had heard that voice before. Instant
y iti sound had brought back to her

mind tho pleasant Sunday morning a year
ago;? tho pretty village, tha qvieertHit'e
church with its rustio congregation, the
stranger who had held with hex tho dingy
hymn-book- , and even the pleasant, dark
eyes that had looked down for a moment
into hers. But sho was not disposed to
share her reminiscences with .the present
company.

"Plague take the strolling singer 1" ex-

claimed Mrs. Barlow, to herself. "I could
set a dog on him with pleurure, tor the
mischief he has done But why in tho
name of common sense couldn't Hunt
ever be ready with a little graceful turn
of that sort? To be sure, hu couldn't da
the troubadour style with his bass voice,
plendid as it is. It takes a tenor for that

kind o( thing."
Perhaps 1 may as well mention bere

that Mr. Hunt married Laura Hathaway
the following Christmas. He fully be
lieves her the only woman in the wonu
who could have suited him : and has not
the slightest idea that any agency but his
own will was instrumental in bringing
about tv result which has made him the
happiest of men.

III.—THREE TIMES, AND OUT.

It was a little past ' sunset when the
earner from Plttsbrrrgh touched at-th- er

little levee at C ; and one cf her
passengers, learning that she would be de
tained until midnight in taking on iretgm,
thought he might agreeably spend the in-

terval Of waiting in 'a stroll about' the
towrr. The 'passenger, who was no other
than our friend Laurence Hardy, was on
his way to Cincinnati, to act tm grooms-
man at a wedding ; on which occasion he
was to have for his partner Miss- Clara
Avery, that very dark-eye- enchantress
of whom we found him dreaming a year
ago. " The two were now formally betroth-
ed, and their marriage was to take place
in the autumn.

Indulging in a lover's reverie, Hardy
strolled a long time about the mounht

reets. and was returning to the landing
through what seemed a private lane that
ran along the water-side- . He was saun-
tering slowly on in the shadow of some
gardens, when his ear caught the tingling
music of a guitar, and, looking through
an opening in the shrubbery, he beheld
the musician a lady in a light flowing
dress, seated in tho curtained recess of a
window opening into a brilliantly lighted
pirjor. her lace was turned lrom ium,
but he could see the outlines of a grauetul
head ; and the little hand, hovering over
the strings, showed like a lily In the
moonlight, in a moment she began to
ing ; and, to his surprise, tlardy recog

nized the voice of the stranger in the vil-
lage church ot Benton. There could be
no mistake. The voice was one in a
thousand a clear, bril iant soprano, with

flute-lik- e ' puriiy of toco,' and a cer
tain sympathetic quality which lett its
echo in the heart as well as the ear.
Hardy was passionately fond of music,
and he was in a mood to particularly n- -

oy whatever savored or romance or sen
timent. Ho listened breathlessly ; and as
the last strain melted away a sudde-- im-

pulse prompted him to reply. As he
proceeded he saw, with amuscmenr, mat
the company within the room were listen
ing intently. He knew that he sang well,
and he was doing his very btsf.

" I would give something." he said, as he
finished his lay, and turned to resumo his
walk, "to know if she rec agnized my
voice as quickly as I did hers. It is hardly
likely, I fear. But who can she be t I
will certainly ask her next lime, lor l nave

presentiment that 1 snail sing witn ner
again. ZAre tinu amiota they say.

At this moment, and wnue ne was sim
some distance from the levee where the
boat lay, he heard a whistle and the rush
of her paddles in the water. He darud
forward and ran swiiuy to tne landing,
but, on reaching it, found that he was
five minutes too late. The boat was a
dozen lengths from the shore, and' reced
ine so rapidly down the stream as to ren- -

uer vain any euurt to siutu ut;r.
How liardy cursed his own loiiy in dai

lying to sing serenades to a stranger when
time was so precious! If he had not
loitered by that latal garden-gat- e he would
have been in time. There was no other
boat until the next day at noon ; he must
either wait for that, or drive twenty miles
across the country to a railway BUtion,
where he could catch a morning tram
for Cincinnati. He chosu the latter plan,
and ruined the train, but only to encoun
ter fresh detentions a damaged bridge,
an encumbered track no danger; only
fatal ' delay. --Thty missed connection t
and. to make a ionir story short, when
Hardy reached Cincinnati the wedding
was over, and the bridal party, including
Clara Avery, had been gone twenty-fcu- r

hours. ' --.,.

But the worst was yet to come. When
Hardy failed to appear at the wedding it
became necessary to supply his place as
groomsman. The choice of a substitute
fell on Jack Filmore, a young lawyer from
St. Louis a handsome leilow, with
killing pair of eyes, a pretty turn for sen-
timent, the ability to waltz all night with-
out Unreins, and any amount of assurance.
(Jlara s nckie laney was caugni. in a
week she had transferred to him the whole
small stock of her affections ; and when
at tne end oi a fortnight. Hardy, again
delayed by business, managed to join the
bridal party at Niagara, Miss Avery was
engaged to his rival.

lie was not a man to contest the posses
sioa Of Buca A woman's heart. He offered
neither reproach nor remonstrance, but
proudly renounced all claim upon her,
and departed in the very next steamex for

-- orope. '.. . ;

But the poor fellow was hard hit. He
had honestly loved the shallow and selfish
beauty, and, moreover, he asa Denevtd in
her; and ft Is a sore thing to have ail
one's dearest illusions, as well as hopes,
shattered at onco. II he had been com
polled to work for his living he would
very likely have ionnd a speedy cure in
employment, but, unfortunately, ho had
any amount of leisure in which to brood
over and magnity his sorrows, lie ram
bed over' Europe, seeking, out all tha
most melancholy places to go and be
wretched in, and finding a kind of dismal
solace in the thought that there was no
solace for him. Hut he was too amiable
tor minanvnropy, and too healthy lot per
petuat gioom. Thackeray, that wise
student of human hearts, tells us that, let
a young man bee yer so great a sufferer from
the glials cf loy, there coines a time when
he begins to Bleep sound o nights, and to
have some relish lor beer-stea- So when,
at the end of two years, Hardy yielded to
the solicitations cf his parents and re-
turned home, he was really not wholly
miserable, ue biui, maeed, regarded him.
self aa a " blighted being." He was fond
of turning ell the gas and sitting alone
niswinuow on stormy nignis; oi

what a hollow world wo live in : and
ot believing that for him the . dream was
dreamed, the cup was drained, etc., eta
Ho was very absurd I admit ; but then
his wound had been deep, and ho did not
know yet how nearly bottled It was.

He was a little annoyed on first reach
ing noiue, to find a guest in the house,
friend of his sister Julia. On beimr rr
sentedto Miss Ada Morris, he noticed
merely a quiet and very
youaj lady, who accepted his civil and
raiiM. iisties attentions wKu languid in
difference ; and he could not have told,
alter she lolt the room, whether she
was brown ot lair, handsome or plain
He found her very little iu hu way, how
ever. The young ladies had their own
pursuits ana weir own circle or gay asstv
elates, with whom he landed that he had
little in common. They seemed to have
no need of him t and so. though he was
careful to pay Miss Morris such attentions

as courtesy demanded, he really sw'very
lliuo or her, and was not at all attracted
by her. She, on her part, was by no
means charmed with her friend's brother.
She thought him rather a dull and unin-
teresting young man, too self absorbed
and indolent to be agreeable, amd, after
the first day ot two, took little notice ot
him in any way.

Oooetvanlttff it was Sunday, aad so
the family were alone Mr. and Mrs.

ardy sat reading by the parlor fire; Julia
and her friend, on a sofa in the corner,
were talklna In low tones : while Lau
rence, in a small, unllghted room, was sit-
ting by tho window dreamily watching
the Stars. Old Mr. Hardy laid aside his
book and turned to Miss Morris.

"Ada. mv love, are vou not intend
ing to give us our Sunday evening
music?"

' Certainly, tut dear sir. if you wish it
am glad you do. for I always play to

papa on Sunday evenings, and it seems
like home."

She rose and went to the piano. Lau
rence, who had not lost his passion for
music, listened curiously. He had not
seen enough of the guest to be aware that
she played. But he soon saw that her
touch was true and delicate, and the
qnvet, dvotionl airs she play cd-J-l ere
woll choBon. It was very peasant, peace-
ful music ; and Lvtrence, sitting there un-see-

listened with a kind of enjoyment
that was new to him. At the end of half
an hour Mies Morris roso from the instru-
ment.

"Pray, do not go yet, my dear child,"
said tho old gentleman. "Sing me some-
thing first" T "

Sac reseated herself, and her lingers
wandered lightly over the keys for a mo-

ment, as if of their own accord. At length
they struck the notes of a familiar tunc,
acd in an Instant she began to sing : "

"Time grows sot old with lengtk of yean," etc.
At the third line she was joined by a

fine, full tenor, omlng from the dimly- -

chted room behind her. She started at
the sound, and toraed to listen, but she
sang on. About the middle of the third
verse Lnurence Hardy emerged from' the
shelter of the inner room, and stood lean- -

eg again tit the doorway, still carrying his
part of the tune, and looking attentively
at Miss Morris, who, with her head turned
over her shoulder, was looking at him.

T he song came to a dead stop as the two
singers, as if by a common impulse, came
hastily lorward. 1 hey met nail-wa- tne
gentleman cbasping warmly the extended
hand of the lady. Both spoke at once.
"And was it really you V she' added,
while he exclaimed, " ihrtttimamnd out !

knew it could not fail." .

The rest is quickly told. When two
young people pass at one step from in
dinerenco to intimacy, it does not take
them long to become lovers. The course
of their true-lov- ran as smooth as heart
could desire, and their wedding took place

tho tollowiDg June.' When it was
over, the happy pair departed on their
bridal tour to where, think your not
to Paris, St. Petersburg, or even to
Newport or Long Branch". No. Those
two romantic simpletons started for Ver-
mont, aad one Saturday afternoon, just as
the sun was setting, they drove quietly
into the little village or uenton, where
" Bunco's Tavern ' received them under
its hospitable shelter.
i Tho next morning was sweet, dewy
and fresh m that other June morniDg ear

nana trieads remembered so well. Noth
ing about the place -was changed. The
same,'or what seemed the same, mild-lace- d

cows came, with their tinkling bells,
under the windows; the same hens
cackled In the farm-yard- , and the same
birds sang in the orchard. The little
cracked bell rang for service from the
queer tower of the old church, and the
same roopla went by in, I verily beUvve,
the self came Sunday clothes to meeting.

Our travelers went to meeting too ; it
was what they had como for. Deacon
GoMihwaite, with many nods, shewed
them to the Bunce pew only now they
sat, not in opposite corners, cut closely
side by side. The only change they saw
was the happy one of their relation to
each other. . r . - t

Tne preacher droned out the lesson of
the moraine, and announced the, hymn,
Deacon Goldthwaite "pitched the tune,"

once more, standing side by side and
holJinir the same book. L.aurence and
Ala joined their voices with the rest of
the conereeation. Of all tunes in tha
world, it was "Hebron" that they sang t.

The words were not Montgomery's, but
the more familiar one ot Dr. Watts ; and
any one who had been looking at our two
friends might, havo seen the brown eyes
and the eray seek eacn other quickly, auo
with a very peculiar expression, at tne
singing of the Drat line :

Thna fir the Lord bath led ma on."
liarptr't Wetkly.

Depraved Appetite.

Natur6 gives the following remarkable
instance of depraved and excessive, appe
tite, in the case of a French soldier, named
iuraro : "fie was born near Lyons, and
came up to Paris, where his first exploit
was to eat a basket ot apples, at a menu s
expense. On various occasuns he swal-
lowed a series e.f corks and other 'indl
ffpa'ihle materials, which produced such

. . .. . , L c ii i . -
violent cone tnai ne wus ouiigeu vj atucuu
tio II. tol Dieu. and. whilst bung x
amined,'' almost managed to swallow the
watch-chfcl- n and seals of the surgeon in
attendance, M. Giraud. Desault, on the
occasion of one of these attacks of colic,
tried to frighten him out cf his gross
habit, bv declaring mat, it wouiu do
necessary to open his stomach, and ar
ranted the instruments. He ran away.
and relieved himsBil bv copious draughts
of warm wator. Soon after he found that
his aunelite had already increased to an
eicessite amount; probably owing to the
continued irritation produced by these
absurd tricks. At 17 years oi age, warn
only weighing 100 lbs., he could eat 84
lbs of beef in as many hours. He now
entered the armr. . and.' beinir recog
nized by tho 'Surgeon-Major- , M.
vuie, ct the Via rteginient oi uuosaua,
he was detained for the sake of curiosity
From. the day

. J of his .
admission... he

1 V.

was
ordered quadruple rations, wna pickings
and waste meat ; but often slipped into
the dispensary to finish off a poultice

..twA 1 inn ,1 w ,a w u nrmnrTi. l ui irin
a largo cat ; and, after sucking its blood,
left in a very short time only clean picaea
bones, the hair being rejected in course
about half an hour, like other carnivora.
He was fond of Serpen anci eois,
lowing them whole. On another occasion
he consumed in a few minutes,' a repast,
spread out for fifteen German wornpeo
pie, of milk, etc.. after wWAJ"
some fitieen olnotra he swallowed, at one
sitting, thirty pounds of liver and lights.
His insatiable appetite was, for once
nis mo, made useiui, py cisoeing seiecteu
to convey a correspondence oovweeu
tral lSuuharnals and a French Colonel,
which waa inserted in a box and swallow
el: but ho was caught and soundly
thrashed. He fell under suspicion
having eaten a child fourteen months
old. It is stated that he was of mild
centle manners and aspect After death
his Btomach was found in a very diseased
condition."

m
A pr ibst. the other day. who was

aminlue a confirmation clans in the south
of Ireland, asked the question, " What
tlut tacrauient of matrimony f" A
Kill at the head of the clats answered:
" 'Tie a state of torment into which
enter ta prepare them for another
bolter world."

Wau rA&i Army rations.

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS.

Dad Locks Chignons;
Noosb pafSr A marriage' certificate.
TorsriBLD, Mass., has a goose 00 years

old.
Pun irvsTBMd Times Before tight-lacin-

Domo a LTkavt JJosiNKss-T- he Iron
dealers. .

Thb Aldermen to their dinner Gorge
nil

Nrw Yobk hag about 18,000 Freach In-

habitants.
There are 134 vessels in the United

States navy.
A girl who has lost her last beau may

as well hang up her fiddle.
Thi average salary of the clergymen

in New Hampshire is $350.
Teachm "That spells whatf"

Bright tkhnUr" Does it 1 I thought it
spelt thatt"

Nkw Zealand has 150,000 inhabitants,
and a pnfcllo debt of $150,000,000.

It taltes fourteen million gallons of wa-
ter a day to supply Cincinnati.

Thb Mormons have invented a machine
for the destruction of grasshoppers.

Thi St. Louis police poisoned very
nearly six thousand dogs the past sum-
mer.

Thb production of whisky in Kentucky
this year Is enly about s of
what it was last year.

SriNHKB's signature on the greenbacks,
translated into English, is SSSXX&07X2-Z&O- .

A punsteb asks whether if Titian's wife
had been named Polly that fact would
have made her a politician T

Thb youth who cried "Excelsior" didn't
know that he was naming five out of
every six saloons in the country.

This season has been one of the poor-
est for cheese-makin- g known in Vermont
for thirty years, owing to the drought.

Bot: "HAvea paper?" Man, "No,
air." Boy, (loud, to Jim): "Say, Jim,
don't you pity those fellers as can't read f"

A tabmbb at West Eaton. N. Y.. de
tected in the act of watering the milk
which he sold at a cheese factory, has
been fined $700.

" Mbthtjsaleh," the largest of a new
grove of big trees recently explored in
Tuolumne County, Cal , is eighty four feet
in circumference at the roots.

A youho man charged with being lazy
was asked if he took it lrom his father.
"I think not," was the reply; "father's
got au the laziness he ever had."

Thb census taker has found quite aa in
telligent man in the Qaincy, ILL, district,
who has been m&rriea nve years, and aid
not know, and never has asked, his wile's
Christian name.

A good deal cf the consolations offered
in the world is about as solacing as the
assurance of the man to his wife when she
fell into the river : " You'll find ground at
the bottom, my dear."

Willi a. a little five year old, was play
ing with a honey bee when the angry bee
stung him. " Oh, grandma," cried Willie,
"I did not know bees had splinters in
their feet."

Whbh is a traveler from New York to
L! verpool like John O. Whittier T When
he eeta seasick and becomes a contributor
to the Atlanta. Friends of the family are
invited to attend.

Thb Supreme Court of Massachusetts
has decided that the privilege which is
given to the widow to waive tne pro
visions of the husband s will cannot be
exercised by an insane person or by her
guardian.

Thb population of London exceeds that
of Scotland, is four times that ot New
York, and is larger than the combined
populations of Paris, Berlin, Vienna and
Bt. reiersourg.

Thb Boston Tranteript says that "it
was once said of a Boston money-lende- r

that be kept the trunk containing his se
curities near the head of his bed, and lay
awake to bear them draw interest. "

A barrister, blind of one eye, plead.
ins with his spectacles on, said. " Gentle.
men, in my argument I shall use nothing
but what is necessary." ''Then,"
Pd a wag, "take one of the glasses out

J"1" lkal-10- -

A fhbnombnal Sunday school scholar,
aaed fifteen, lately won a prize in lennes
see by committing to memory 17,500
verses of Scripture in two months, with
out interrupting his daily agricultural
labors.

Thb following is a verbatim copy of the
"remarks" accompanying the return of a
postmaster out West : " I here by certify
that the four going A count is as near rite
as I no how to make it. If there is enny
Mistake it is not dun on Purpose."

Tn London Neva savs : " During the
last eieht years the odious practice of
painting the face has been steadily grow
ing, until, in the most conspicuous classes
of society, the practice has ceased to be
the exception and n&s pecome tne ruie.

Onb halt of the lame horses through
out the country, says an exchange, are
made so on sccount of bad shoeing,! and
the loss of the labor of a horse makes up

l a considerable item in the sum total of the
wealth ot a nation.

Ftjllt one half the inventive genius of
the world belongs to the United autes.
During 100 years France ana rungianu
have each granted about 80,000 patents;
but within the last 40 yeari the United
States alone has granted more than 100,
000. -

Thb Janesvllle. Wis.. Oouettt says that
u a young lady who had been tendered
position In our city schools for the coming
term, wrote a note declining the appoint
ment on the ground mat sne nau receiveu
a better offer. She was married last Tues-

day" . . ...
Bomb idea of the magnitude of tne

work of taking the census msy be gained
from the fact that from twelve to fifteen
hundred volumes of one thousand pages
each will be required in which to enter
the names or the individuals returneu vy
the Assistant Marshals.

Thb average age of American clergy.
men, at death, is tound to be 04, which

or 4 years more than the longevity of the next
tyi u t inrnrni ihl iu vdhis uwiv sunu
the other professions, aud from ti to
years above mat oi mecuamca, aiuim..,

of miners, operatives, and the like.

mntlkjcah and wife at Portland,
Me.ho recently arrived at the dignity
of a "tin wedding," had the naii-wa- y

the house so stocked with tin pans, kettles,
and other ornaments, that it soon became
impossible for tho servant to answer the
door bell without going through the base-

ment. '

Tt ia aometimes curious to nonce howin
sharp is the dividing lino between a

and that Wfllch
, , g Dit.co waa

...ri.witv The hhower was very heavy
in one part af the town, but beyond

of certain line near the heaviest snower
a roof was wet.

and A pbson In Boston who found
wallet of a dealer in "garden
containing over $100, and returned it
h.nt with ftonalileraDie trouoie. was
warded with the invitation, - won 1

ex- - i.k..nnrt" tha huckster addimr. how
ever, by way of caution, M But not out

is the best box I"
little a uiiKThvthe name oi P. Sheridan,

cently died at Hawick, England. He
touls ik. Lnrih.rri f an inn there, and only

and Viwik," M hyears of age. "Big
l.ii. .1 nr (uat A Ini'.hea in helirht.
nrt Ri inches round tha chest,

weighed 29 stone avoirdupois. He was a
native of IrcUnd.

Tftnnc, SpuAk, Lrva Truly.
Thou mint betrna thyaelf.

Tf thon the troth won!dt ta:h;
Thy aonl moat overflow. If thoa

Anotner aonl wonldat reach ;

Jt n ieda tho oveiH wlni heart
To alve tie Una foil fpnech. '

' Thlr k truly, and thf Ih iopht
. Shall tie world famine loud ;
. Bpnak truly. m1 thy word

Shall be a fraltfii'. rend :

Llva trnly, and thy Itraahiil be
A great and nob.e eased.

WirrxB the great fire ia still smnklnr.
the public are contrasting the showy build
lngs burned with such fire proof ediScea
as.the Tribune Block and the beautiful
building on La Bal'.e street ownpd by the
Republic Life Insurance Co. The man-
agers of these two institutions have wisely
secured homes for their business safe
against the destroyer, which fitly repre-
sent their own permanence and aiabdity

the Tribune in iurnishing intelligence,
and the Republic Life protection tor the
families of the West. Lst the businem
men follow their example. Chicago .l.

A YorjNQ lady, writing from Saratoga
to the New York Ecprt, says : " The
heated term actually doubled our laundry
bills. None of my white dresses have
less than eighty yards of rnlllog, and my
laundress charges 1 each for doing them
up. My laundry bill hst week was ex-

actly $108, and that was moderato cora-pare- vl

with scwie of the ladles in the hotel,
who are varedreBBy, and always look as
If they were quite smothered in ruffles
and pinking."

Dubino the trial of a cne in Louis
ville recently, a witness persisted in testi-
fying to what his wife told him. To this,
of course, the attorney objected, and it
was ruled out by the Judge. lie would
proceed again to tell " shnst how it vas,"
when the attorney would sing out, " How
do you know that t" " My vife told me,"
waa the answer. This was repeated sev-

eral times. Presently, the Judge, becom-
ing unable to contain himself longer, said,
"Suppose your wne were to ten you tne
heavens had fallen, what would you
thinkf" "Veil, den, I dinks dey vos
down."

A jttbt in Rockland county, N. Y.,
rendered the following verdict recently :

"We find that the said Walter was
drowned August 1, 1870. in the river at
Tompkins Cove, in the town of Stony
Point, by recklessly Jumping into the
river, while under the maddening influ-
ence of intoxicating liquor, obtained at
the stores of John Connor and John Con.
nel. licensed bv the Board of Excise, in
the face of a remonstrance against license,
siirned bv two hundred and fourteen
names : and we do say tnat a Boaxu oi
Excise that wouULs rant such a license,
against such a remonstrance as was pre-
sented in the case, are not. in our opin
ion, worthy the confidence or suffrage of

l tfcriatinn it Tnnml nponfl.,,

Tbbbb is a man living in Calhoun
countv. Miss., who is supposed to be the
strongest man iu tho Mate, it not in tne
entire South. He is thirty-fiv- e years of
age, and weighs 225 pounds. Ue has been
known to carry three bars ' of railroad
iron, when it takes from three to five or.
dinarv men to carry one. He can take a
cask containing forty gallons of whisky
or water, and raise It iromtne ground ana
drink nnt of the banahola with, aia much
ease as another could out of a common
pitcher ; and he has frequently taken a
parrel of flour under each arm, and bal
ancing a sack of salt on his head, carried
them for several hundred yards, with ap-

parently but little effort. Ho offers to bet
that he can lift thirteen hundred pounds.

A Youita sport, gifted with a melodious
voice, became acquainted witn a loveiy
female in a country town, and the
evening following the introduction
went to her residence, where his
voice was aired in serenading the
house, for the lady chanced to be absent.
He sang until he was hoarte, patiently
awaiting the long looked for face at the
window. Disheartened, he went home,
but returned the next, and renewed the
serenade, commencing with the song"'Tis
Years Since Last We Met." iio nau just
uttered these words when a window was
raited and a gruff voice shouted, "Held
on, young man ; 1 thins: mere s same mis
take. It isn t long since taai. wo uics
for you were hero last night Now git I"

and the old man hastened the serccader's
departure by shower of old boots and
crockery. Tho young man has not since
attempted to utter his musical notes in
that neighborhood.

Tbi following is from the
Americain : " When, in 1702, William of
Prussia entered Frankfort, ha saw a
Frensh grenadier who fought alone on
the hridsre of the city against a lame num
ber of Prussian soldiers. A number of
corpses attested the vigor of his defense
but, covered with wounds, he was on the
THiint of faMnir. when the King ordered
him to be taken alive. Tne Prussians
obsyed with great difficulty, and took him
before their master. 'What ia your
name' asked the King. - What matters
a namef I am a Frenchman You are
a bero I I have saved your life ; and now
I give you your liberty unconditionally.
I only regTet that a man like you should
serve such a bad cause. ' Citizen Wililara,
I thank you, but let us not talk peliiics;
wn would not meeiJ So sftvine. the
dier gave the military salute, turned on
his heels, and, covered with blood, went
back to his regiment singing the Marseil
laise."

Thh Newark (N. J.) Courier says: "A
man named Hotchkiss over in New Mar

a ket, the other night, thought he would
have some fun scaring his wile by drop-

ping a loose brick down the chimney into
the fire place in her room. So he crept
softly out oi pea, ana, wiin uuiawg ou
but his night-shirt- , sneaked up stairs and
irot out on the roof. Mr. Hotchkies drop
ped nineteen prices eiown me cmumry,
each one with a vigorous s!am; but his

ifo never screamed a solitary timo.
then Mr. Hotchkiss gave it up, and
thouffht he would eo down stairs: but
found that Mrs, liotchaiss had had ner
hi-n- out of the trap door watching him

is all the time, and when he had finished she
bad shut the trap door and fastened it
the inside. It may be as well to state that

19
u Mr. Hotchkiss speut the balance of

night Bitting on the sharp peak of
roof, wlltt nis trauma; rarmeuu oi
night fluttering in the evening breeae,
ainirina'. 'I'm lonely tonleht.' Mrs.
Hotchkiss intimated to her confidential

oi friends that she thought she had him."
Abtemtjs Wakd. in one of his letter

thus gave his idea ot "
"I never attempted to reorganize
wife but once. 1 shall never attempt
again. I d bin to a public dinner, and
allowed myBeir to be betrayed into

several people's healths; and wishin1
u to make 'em as robust as possible, I COU

tinuod drinkin their health until my own
vim alWte.l. Consekens was, l presented

a myself at Botxy's bedside late atuite with
not iinaiderable licker concealed about

person. I had somehow got persesaion
the a nOBS Wnip UB in; WJ uvuiv, niiv

mMniru rin' some cranky observashun
to Mrs. Ward's In the morn in', 1 snapt

re whip putty lively, and in a very
you voice 1 Saul : 'Betsy, you need re organ

iy.in". 1 have eouio. Betsy,' 1 continued
of crackin' the whip over the bed. 'I

come to yon.' 1 dreamed
re nite that somebody had laid a hosawhip

was over me sev'ril conseckutive times ;

B0 when I woke up I found she had. I
was drank much ot anything since; and

ever have another Job
and hand I shall let it ouV

YOUTHS' DEPARTMENT.
THE RAIN.

Two Itttls Mlran, with fares rT, ,

Oa..datth.r,at ' ' '
Their nowe were piwwert to the lndow,J',J".. .
And tify looked rlshta.n- - bccnuea
Now, wot ehould they greet wlftt Inch lolemii

The doSJ"t.tl rrp that tains PsM"1'1?'. JTTj
WU.t the hada 'neilh ihe window lacked Bp

amlled,
Aad tha duat.y old mnple to Joy waa
For ha lanijhed thro' his Umba, and his leaves

In thanlrth of thi wind and tha pat of the tatn;
O, they wished that day W wood to roam, ,
To getaway from their ehol and hnme,. , , ,

Ned, with a lnc;Ji9rhw, Jnind
U.t others eeoold happen
Hald to his alater, " 'Tie always an.

If evpr 1 wlah la the wuoda to fw;

22 ffisafiiW fiUl
Bnt Tor all tholr eantf on and whleparlnely,'
A Itatrnpr larked In the corner hr,
And he ehattad lond aa over the door . T

He hopped in and ont of the open ioof.
"eiiy ana neaaaw Dim nnnmij
Into the wet and ahlnian traaa, f r - r r
And acroaa the path, where tha fellow heart
Of pssned np as It eelda hrlftht, yonne pny
"What a bcantlftu rain I ' and the al .hed 1 Ibiles,
Anil nrutrori knr monttl for the drops M klat
"In another honr I anrely had!.1H M.ll. haplahnv had lnt. heKlils
In bringing me here and planting btb
Where rav pretty hoad ahe conm enny ae.
She Ufted hflf lvea for thscrtckatiocovur
Hlmaelf from rain till the rain waa oet f ' I l

nrt lonif they aat. and wl'h hear a content,
Talked low and aoft till the rain was apent.

Now, of conns, theae children wosds eonld
hear

From me good little erleket and par y near;
Bnt Nellv looked down on ner earning nwr
And raid. " Why, how bright it la aiws Vm

ahowarl
sad mother aaid aha waa sure it wonld die,
Por tha morning waa lets and tha ana eoBlgn T
When I took tt oat of In native loam 1

And aet It down lo a atrange, now borne."

So Ndllyfrrgot that th rain had ben
a eonrce of ner in inia irruiimr
Anrl In h.r hnart aha hleesed the ahower
That had given new lire to her diouplng Bower.

flMtdea thi dower wera athon'end tbiaew
Thitkaoed to life a with newplnmed winaa.
Who, If Weuy and wea couio navs iwapaaun.

ruin J

With nw ek reproaches In death wonld have lain.
And a hnet or bouuly and bloom wonld bars

ir two ?i1u children their wlahea had won.
f t"

o, little onea, Ihontrh It la hard we know,
Whan van urn all druaeed and r.'ody to to,
That clouda should gather and rain ahonld coma,
That hula mnat coma oil ana you may ai uoinu ,
Yet remumbor that while o yon fow, U la pain, ' "

To many tie lire, aweet lire la we rain. -

BERTIE'S ANGER.

" Bkrtib, dear Bertie, will you not' say "'

good night to mef" pleaded the sweet "

voice oi Minnie uamnion.
" No I" he replied, angrily pushing her --

away from him. . :

" Come now, Bertie, do forgive me, and .

let us kiss and be friends ; will you not,
Bertie, dear?"

He answered her not, but only looked '

bulkily out of the window. Minnie's bluo
eyea filled with tears.

" You know I did not spoil your kit,
on purpose, dear brother," she said. .'.-" But it is my bed time and if you will .

not forgive me I must pray to God," and
the child left the room.

Five minutes after she was kneeling m
her own little chamber and pleading at
the throne of grace on her brother's be- -. --

half. Her prayer was simple, but tha
Good Shepherd did not despise even thia
little one of his flock. .

" Dear, kind Savior," she pleaded, in
earnest childlike accents, "do please-mak- e

dear Bertie forgive me, I am ao
sorry I made him angry, but I did not
mean to do so. Pour into hi heart thy
Holy Spirit, and let him love ma again ; .

and may he grow up a great and good .

man, and be a comfort to his dear mam- -

ma ! Dear Jesu, please hear me, though
I am a wicked, sinful child, and make us
live very happily together on earth ; and
when thou seest fit grant, moct graci.Mii
God, that we may meet at thy great
white throne, where all is peace and love,
and j oin dear papa in singing glory, glory, ,

glory'"
And then the little one, after commend-

ing herself to her Heavenly Father's keep-

ing, lay down to rest. The moon shone
in at the window, and revealed the lovely
child as she tranquilly slept One httlo. ,

arm was thrown carelessly on the. snowy ...

counterpane, with wnica itvieuiur wiuwr ,t
ness. while the long gollen hair was
tossed back, from the pale brow. The soft.
silky eyelashes shaded dimpiea cneens, on
which the roseate hue of sleep rested. A
beautiful revelation from the home of ,
light the slumbering child appeared. Her
little hands clasped tightly a small text-boo-

and ever am) a;.on a sweet smile
parted her cherub lips. '

The sun shone brightly the next morn-

ing ; flowers of a thousand varied hues
yielded their delicious perfumes, each one .

a reminder in itself ot the great and glorr- -

ous Giver ot all good things. Bertie, who
had passed a restless, sleepless night,
arose early with a determination or seek- -

inir his littie sister aud asking her pardon.
Hastily he dressed himself and hurried

down stairs. The breakfast was still aft- -

touched, and neither Mr. Hamilton not
Minnie was there.

' Perhaps my sister is in the school- -

room," he said to himself; "I will go and.
see."

; He was hastening in that direction '

when he met his mother, weeping bitter- -

ly She heeded not her child's inquiry of a

what was the matter. "Where is Min--nie- t"

at length Bertie asked, anxiously.
Mrs. Hamilton suppressed her grief, and .

holding out her hand, said very sadly,

"Come and see."
Tremblingly Bertie followed h moth-

er. A feeling of dread and awe crept oyer
him, he Bcatcely knew wherefore. Mrs.'
Hamilton stopped at Minnie s door, and
irently opened it. O, what a picture was
revealed to Bertie's gaze I There, indeed,
lay his sister, but how r Asleep T Ah,

;
more than that, for she would never
awake again never ask in Imploring ac-

cents, "Won't you say good-nigh- dear

The flash that ia sieep nau iw.;u w
lovely, was now gone, and her features,
though beautiful in death, were pile as

,arM. The nrettv flower had beem
1 . v l i. XT

culled ere midday haa scorcueu iw.wu
more would Etorms mar its loveliness ;

transplanted to a brighter and happier
land, it reared wau

' 'never fade, or droop, or die.
"O. mamma, mamma t crieu wii

a tone of anguish, "will sha neaweapeak
to me again? Shall 1 nvr, never sco

her more? . ;v;. ..;,A
"I trust so, my rxy. xwar i.iuuj.o

only gone before; will you not w
walk in ner iooimepa r
you wU meet her again-- in thai place
where parting is no more.

"O lean never go i uer, iuiuui' . . ,r...i ami
am a naugnty, wicaeu, riuu ""
she was ao good ana genuo. jHuii,
would not say gooa-nigu- vu ui uwvv- -

ing, and jjerue iiu mo ig
Hamilton's shoulder and wept ounvnl- -

do ""ittish, hush, dear Bertie, and tell mo

what vou mean.
he Amid Buffocatlng sobs the little boy

told his mother how ho had been play ing
with his sister tne previous cvsuiug,
accidentally Minnie had stopped on hia

on kite and broken it, :

"And O, mamma." ho said,- - m towjiu-i'- f
tho w.a in ani'h a passion that I
the would not forgive her, though she begged
tne so hard. I little thought when she lolt

tho room I should never see her aliyo
again. Minnie, dear Minnie r luu asam
the child's grief became unooutrollable.

Mrs. Hamilton was Bcarexijr woo .uvj...
than her boy; but in a few minutes she

: said gently, "Shall we pray, dear Bertie,
my that God will enable you tor this future

it to strive to govern your temper t
had And there, by the loved one a side, they

kneeled the mother and her boy.- Ber-

tie never forgot his sister, and long- - attcr
he used to look back, on tnai nour
one ia which he first really prtvytd to
conquer his evil passions. '

Minnie prayer was answer, "
my tie lived to grow up "a great and good

of man:" but tho rememrauce ui awun
v words to his little sister never ceased to
o; bring witn it a pans of reproackv O,

the that you, dear children, would strive daily

loud and pray more earnestly to govern your
temper I One uuku.d word may be a
soaicoot labtmi? gnetto you; "'cIuel1

hayo blow the sorrow of a Lie timo- - Ask Uod,

that then, to help you by his Holy P to
ahaiUlove one another. Then, wheu He

aud call you to your eternal homo, J sua shavU

his bosum, aad yoa ahallhaiut you in
it unitS with the little lambs of his tM iu
on praising and loving forever.-Utf- W!.


